

The T rttgedlt ef 

Cut off the heads of two fad growing fprayes, 

Thatlooke too loftiein ourCommon-wealth i 
All muftbe euen in our gouernement. 

You thus imployde,I will goe roote away 
The noyfomc Weedes that withoutprohtfucke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why fhouldwein'the compaffeofaPale, 
Kcepe law and forme,and due proportion,. , 

Shewing in a modcll our firmc eftate, 

When our fea-walled Garden, the whole Land 
Js full of Weedes *, her faired Flowers ehoakt vp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprund, her hedges ruinde, 

Her Knots difordered,and her. holefojneHearhes 
Swarming with Catcrpillers. 

Card. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fufferedthis difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall ofLeafe: 

The Weedes thathis broade fpreading Leaucs djd melter* 
That feemde in eating him, to. bold him vp, - 
Are puld-vp.roote and all, by Bullingbrooke t 
Imeane the Earle of Wiltlhirc,Bufhie,Greene» 

Man. What, are they dead* 

Sard. They are, 

And Bullingbrooke hath feizd the wattfull King. 

Oh what pittie it is, that he had not fo trimde 

And dreft his Land •, as we this Garden,at time of y«r« 

Do wound the bar ke,the skinne of our fruite trees, 

Leafl being ouer-proud with fappe and blood. 

With too much riches itconfound incite. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing tpeo. 

They might haueliude to bearc,and he to taitc 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfluous branches 
We loppe away, that bearing boughes may hue , 

Had he done fo,himfelfc had borne thepownc,^ 

Man. What,thinke youtheKmg fhall be depoie i 

Gated.. Pegrefth^isalrcady } a»odcpold« 


g'ttig Rich ay d the SecwA 

T’is doubt he will be. Letters came lart night 
To a deare friend of the Duke ofYorks,. 

That tell blacke tidinges. ... er ,. 

Ojutn. Oh/ 1 ampreft to death through want of fpeakmg 
Thou old Adams likeneffc fet to dreffc this Garden, 

How dares thyharfh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What E*e? what Serpent hath fuggeffed thee, (newest 

To make a fecond fall of curfed man? 

Why doft thou fay King Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downefall ?' Say, where, when, and how 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges? fpeake thou wretch? 

gard. Pardon me Madam, litle ioyhauc I 
To breathe thefe ncwes,yet wharl fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in* the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrooke ^their fortunes both are weyde; 
JnyourLo. fcale,.is nothing but himfelfe, 

Andfomefew vanities thatraakchimlight: 

But in the ballance of great Bullingbrooke,; 

Befides himfelfe,are all the Englifh Pceres, 

And with thatoddes,he weighes King Richard dbwnc. 

Poft you to London,and you will finae itfo; 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Qattne.. Nimble Mifchaunce, that art folightof foott,. 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I lad that knowes it? Oh thou thinked 
T o ferue me lad, thatl may longed kcepe 
Thy forrow in my bread -. come Ladyes, goe 
To meetc at London Londons King in woe . 

What, was Iborneto this, that my faddlooke. 

Should' grace thetriumph of great Bullingbrooke?. 

Gardner, for telling me thefe newes ofwoe. 

Pray GodthePlants thou graftft may neuer grow. Exit. 

Gard. Poore Quccne,fo that thy date might be no w«rfe 
I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfc :■ 

Heere did fhe drop a tearc, heerein this place; 

Uc fet a baocke of Re w fowreHcarb -of- graces 

G 3 IUw ? , 
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